
?Human Documents of Married Life
By Virginia T. Van dm Watmr

Intimate and Human, Intensely Alive, Each Story Presenting a Problem.
Which Might Occur to Any One of Us at Any Time

WHY I LEFT MY WIFE

hrnn nnv tnithfnHv thnf Tlnrta
I and I loved each other when

wo uuirriuu. ueaven Knows
thoro waa no need for either
ot us to marry It wo did not

want to. Doris could have had any
one-- ot several ellglbles whom she
kopt dangling utter her never qulto
refusing a man until ho Insisted upon
tier taking him or leaving him; while
I was very well satisfied with my llfo
as a bacholor physician with enough
monoy to koop mo comfortable until
I made a success of my practice. And,
as to htm that hath Is usually given,
bo, as I was not dependent tor bread
and butter upon the practise of medi-
cine, I was soon earning enough from
my profession to put Jam on my bread
nnd to buy tho "gilt-edged- " quality bt
butter. To drop tho metaphor, I had
a handsomely furnished office, and
lived with my mother. I spent many
ovenings at my club, nnd had a goodly
number ot friends. Altogether, my
life was a comfortable one In every
way until I fell In love. Then I
thought I could never ba happy until
Doris married me. Perhaps I would
not have- been. Who knows?

I do not mean to be frivolous; but
la contemplating the- - follies In one's
llfo ono must laugh or curse.

AU married people have their lit- -
tlo pquabbles, their little differences
ot opinion, I suppose, and I regarded
tho arguments and disputes that my
wlfo and I had as part and parcel of
every wedded life. For tho first year
or two wo wero very well satisfied
with each other, and with our new
surroundings.

As a physician I had, of course, a
right and a duty to keep professional
business to myself, but as I did not
mention this tact to Dorl3 until an la
bile was raised, Bho did not know how
much or how little I told her of my
rrlvato affairs. When we had been
married about eighteen months, how
ever. I had. occasion to express my
views upon tlio subject. A patient
sent mo a letter which camo when I
was out. This patient chanced also
to bo a friend ot my wife, and when
Doris saw her hand-writin- on the en-

velope sho jumped to the conclusion
that the writer had made a mistake
and that the letter was meant for her.
80 sho opened It. In doing this she
did not tear tho envelope, as tho flap
did not adhcro tightly, and came un-

fastened easily, without marring the
paper. When Doris had read tho let-

ter, which wts a request that I call,
professionally, tho following evening,
Bhe simply touched th envelope-fla- p

(tvlth a drop of mucilage, and closed It,
putting tho letter with other mall
on my office table. Naturally I did
not mention tho matter ot her friend's
Indlsposltlon to Doris. In fact, I knew

,,lliat tho patient was averse to having
anyono know of It. So when, at din-

ner tho next evening, Doris remarked,
"I eupposo you aro going over to tho
Clarksons' tonight?" I started slight-ly- .

then recovered myself.
"AH! Mrs. CJarUson told you sho

ha J tent for me, did she?" I com-

mented.
My wife smiled nnd said nothing-Late- r

when I referred to tho matter
In talking to Mrs. Clarkson, saying
that, ot courso, I had not felt at
liberty to mention her Illness to my
wlfo until I learned that sho had
heard ot it from tho patient herself,
I was Informed that I. was mistaken,
nnd that nobody but the patient and
her husband knew that she was not
perfectly well.

Suspecting that my wife had opened
my mall, I reproached her with having
done so. Sho reminded mo that, not
knowlnc I was the Clarksons" physl
qlan, it was qulto natural that she
should have mado..tho mistake think'
lac that the letter addressed In her
friend's handwriting was meant for
tier, and that tho "Dr." on tho en-

velope had been written in error. r
"Why didn't you tell mo what you

had dono?" I demanded sharply.
She tossed her head. "Well, If you

must know, becauso I was afraid you
would scold as you are doing now.
You eeo. I was right In my fears

A week later I chanced to oeo lying
' nt my wife's plato one morning a let

ter addressed to her In tho handwrit
ing ot a man whom I knew, and who
was an occasional caller at our homu
I supposed that when Doris camo
down to breakfast she would explain
tho letter to me. Instead, sho opened
It, glanced over It, refolded It, re
turned It to its onvelopo, and opened
and road tho rest of her correspon
dence. As I was leaving the house,
ehe remarked carelessly:

"Shall you be at home to luncheon?"
I repllod that I expected to be.

"Why?" I asked.
"Katlo will take caro of you," she

Informed mo, "for I shall not bo In."
Ah!" I said, "I did not know that

you had anything on hand for this
morning."

" am lunching down-tow- with a
friend," she replied briefly.

The next day one of my patients
mentioned, carelessly and Innocently,
that sho had seen my "pretty wife
lunching with' Mr. Mooro yesterday."
I did not betray my surprise, but when
K reached homo X asko'd Doris why
Mho had gone to luncheon with a man

Back to the Land.
a New York certain persons who

hare purchased 1,000, acres of land
Xrf Npw fwmy1, have formed' the
"American Agricultural association,"
to encourage and produce a "back to
the land" movement The 1,009 acres
will bo subdivided into five-acr- e par-
cels, on each' of which will be built a
bouse and a barn and on which a well
will be boref. These tittle ready-mad- e

farms will then, be sold prao-tlotl- lr

at eet, Pjirehaaers will ba
(irged to eater track ctad chicken

without asking my permission. Sho
looked at mo with a triumphant half-smil- e.

"And do you ask my permission
before you make appointments with
women?" she queried sarcastically.

I strove to speak calmly. "Do try
to be sensible, Doris! You know that
professional engagements aro very dif-

ferent from social affairs."
I did not ask her not to go to lunch-

eon again with men, for I was sure
that it I did she would go when she
chose, only would say nothing to mo
about It.

My wife nnd my mother wore never
Intimate. I am suro that my mother
tried to think ot Doris aa a daughter,
but they had little In common, except
their lovo for me and that 1b not
often a bond of union between a man's
wlfo and hla mother.

Ot course I went to seo my mother
whenever I could, and soon I learned
not to mention many of these calls,
for Doris had a nagging way ot ob-
jecting to them. Each afternoon, af-
ter my round visits, as I returned to-

ward home, I would glance at my
watch as I neared my mother's house,
and it I had time I would run In and
chat for a while. A week after the
conversation Just recorded I was
warming my chilled hands at my
mother's cheery grate-fir- e when the
telephone In her hall rang sharply.
I was wanted on tho wire.

It was my wlfo who was speaking.
Sho had reached home ten minutes
before, expecting to find me there,
as my offlco hours had already n.

Tho maid had told her that I
had been called up three times by one
person, as I was wanted on aa ur-
gent case.

"It Just occurred to me," added
Dorts, "that perhaps you were at your
mother's, although I could hardly

It, as you called there only yes-
terday afternoon."

Perhaps the fact that the telephone
was between us mado it easier for me
to say, "I am here many afternoons."

That evening, over our coffee, she
remarked:

"Tom, I wish you would pay more
attention to business."

I looked my amazement.
"Yes," sho continued, "I do! This

afternoon you might have missed a
good big consultation tee just by stop-
ping to seo your mother."

"There aro some things I care more
for than money," I remarked Illogical-ly- .

"I know It!" sho exclaimed. "And
I think it's pretty hard on me that
you do not earn all tho money that
you might. Don't you suppose that I
would like to have the thing3.that rich
doctor'3 wlve3 have?"

I set down my cup and gazed at her
Incredulously.

"Oh, yes," she went on, "I mean
what I say! You think just because
I don't speak of such things that I
never wish I had a motor car, and
trained servants, and a private bouse,
and lots of hand3omo clothes! I tell
you, Tom, those are tne thlng3 that
make life worth while."

'And Is not your life worth while?"
I asked.

"Of course you think It Is becauso
I am married to you!" she burst forth.

But what have I? An apartment.
when I want a, house; two servants.
when I want a half-doze- n as other
women have; a trolley car or a taxi--
cab to ride In, when I want my own
motor; one new dress where I really
need a

"Perhaps," I said coldly, "you may
'some day have all these things, but
it will not be until I am an older man.
If you loved mo you would be willing
to wait and be patient."

I pushed my chair back and left the
table. I simply did not dare remain
longer In tho room with my wife. My
temper Is. quick and hot, and the only
way In which I can control It Is to get
away alone with It. I had had tlmo
to become calm when, an hour later.
Doris opened the door of the library
where I sat reading.

"Dear Tom," sho said softly, "I was
very horrid, and cross, and piggy to
night, and I am sorry. Won't you
please forgive mo? For I love you,
Tom, and even if you were as poor as

a newspaper man with a gurgling
laugh "I would lovo you Just as much
as I do now."

I gathered her Into my arms and
kissed her.

She perched contentedly on my knee
and talked, running her fingers
through my hair. "Really, Tom, I
think one thing that makes me so
horrid and fretful la because I am
worried. I need some new clothes
dreadfully."

' "Many ot them?" I! asked, remem-
bering sundry obligations I must meet
the first ot tho month.

"Well, several," she laughed. "And
now that I am trying to bo good I
think I ought to make a confession to
you. Tom."

"Go ahead!" I said.
"Well, I really need a now street

dress and a reception-gown- , and, be-
sides that, an evening gown, but I did
not want to bother you about all this
when you have so much on your mind,
so I just ordered one ot them the
reception-gow- n without saying any
thing to you about it. It la made so
handsomely that It will do for an
evening gown, too, except upon very

farming to supply the New York mar-
ket Flno Idea, Isn't it? But does it
take account ot all the needs? That
is, has It been demonstrated that tho
five-acr- e' farm can in the majority of
cases be made to pay? Or la the unit
of land too small by 50 per cent?
And does the farmer nood some prac-
tical experience or can he Just. Jump
In and win right off the bat, so to say?

Automoblla Spread Peats.
Strangely enough, tho Automobile

baa proved an ally of the moth. Not

swell occasions. And, Tom, It Is real-
ly a beauty!"

"Well, dear," I Bald gently, "your
old husband is not so poor that he
can't pay for a really pretty dress for
you, especially when you have come
to him of your own accord nnd 'fessed
Up' your extravagance."

Tho abovo episode was still fresh
In my mind when, a few evenings
later, as I was starting out to at-
tend a dinner ot my medical club, I
knocked at tho door of my wife's room
to bid her good-by- , Before she could
reply I turned tho knob and entered.
Sho stood, fully dressed, boforo her
long mirror, surveying herself approv-
ingly. Sho wore a costume which I
had never seen before, a gorgeous af-
fair, cut low In the neck, and with
filmy Iaco veiling the upper part of her
shapely arms.

"My new reception-gown- , the one I
told you of," she said In reply to my
inquiring look.

"Oh, are you going out this
evening?" I asked. In surprise.

"No. I've invited a friend to din-
ner," sho replied hastily, as sho hur-
ried from the room to glvo her maid
Borne forgotten directions. Sho was
gone before I could ask for further
particulars, and she lingered so long
In tho kitchen or dining room that I
could not wait until her return with-
out being late for my engagement. As
I stopped from tho elevator, ot our
apartment house I came faco to face
with Richard Clarkson, tho husba'nd of
tho patient whom I have already men-
tioned. A vague wonder crossed my
mind as I nodded to him a3 to whom
he was going to visit In our building.
Ho wore, I also noted, his evening
clothes. Then the matter passed from
my mind.

Nor did I think of It again until I
stepped into my wife's room when I
came homo at twelve o'clock that
night She lay In bed, propped among
her pillows; the electric bulb above
her threw a strong light upon the
French novel she was reading and up-
on her unnaturally flushed face. She
had bsen eating marrons glaces from
a huge box of these sweetmeats that
stood on tho table by her bed. Glanc-
ing at them, I remembered that they
cost a dollar and a half a pound, and
noted that tho box beforo me must
hold easily tour pounds.

"Who has been spreading chest-
nuts at your feet In lieu of roses?" I
asked teaslngly, thinking, first of all,
of one or two women friends who had
an nbundance of money and were
fond of humoring my wife's lovo for
sweets.

"Oh, a friend of mine," sho said
lightly, and straightway began asking
mo about what kind ot nn evening
I had had, who was at the dinner, etc.
It was not until I rose from tho easy
chair Into which I had thrown myself
that It occurred to mo to inquire.

'By the way, who dined with you to
night?"

For a moment she hesitated, then
mads an effort and said franVly,
Mr. Clarkson."
"Clarkson!" I gasped.
"Pray, why not?" asked my wife de

fiantly.
"But how does he happen to dine

with you, and how do you happen to
let him, a married man, dine alone
with you?"

Her face hardened. "And how," she
asked. Imitating my manner, "do you
happen to dine with Mrs. Clarkson,
and how does she, a married woman,
happen to let you dine alone with
her?"

"Don't be a fool!" I exclaimed. "I
should think that even you, with your
shallow comprehension, would see.
when I have explained It to you dozens
of times, that there is a difference be-
tween a physician accepting an Invita-
tion to remain to dinner at a house
at which ho is calling and his wife de-
liberately asking a married man to
dine with her when she knows her
husband Is going to be out until nearly
midnight! Did ho bring you these bon-

bons?" I asked suspiciously, as my
eyes rested for a moment on tho box
beside her.

"Yes."
I stood looking down at her. The

white light over her bed showed me
that, although when angry or fright-
ened Doris usually becamo pale, the
vivid rose la her cheks had not faded.
Before sho could suspect my Intention
I turned quickly to her dressing table,
poured somo violet toilet water upon
my handkerchief, and, as quickly, bent
over my wife and wiped her cheek
with It The handkerchief was
stained with pink. I Bhowcd it to her
and sneered:

"Painting, eh? I suppose that the
complexion ' you wear for your hus-
band Is not qulto strong and vivid
enough for one of your men friends?
How long since you adopted tho'mak- -

lng-u- business?"
She sat up In bed, her eyes flashing.

"You are rude and unjust!" she ex-

claimed. "How long Is It since you
qualified as a censor ot morals?"

My anger left me as suddenly as It
had como. I sat on tho side of the
bed and tried to mako tho excited
woman listen to reason. "Child," I
said, "are you miserable, really, or are
you only angry when you Say these
things? I want you to be happy;' and
I do not want to be hard upon you."
I saw that aha was Ustenlne. and I

only does It stir up currents of air
which scatter tho fallen and Infected
foliage, but It actually carries Insects
many miles Into districts which have
hitherto been Immune. On ono occa-
sion some years ago there Jo every
reason to believe that a deliberate at-
tempt was made to spread the post
Eggs said to have been found In Cali-

fornia were sent to the department ot
agriculture for examination and for; a
time It seemed certain that In some
unaccountable way the pest had trav-
eled aeroM the entire continent In

continued: "I glvo you all that I can
afford to. give you. I wish I could lot
you have everything that money can
buy; but, you sec, I am not a rich
man."

"There are other things that money
won't buy that you might give me, and
don't!" she exclaimed.

"What do you mean?"
"That you can always, find time to

go to your medical club, and to seo
your mother, andv to go here, there,
and overywhero,' while I must amuso
myself. You know as well as I do
that I want you to make as many calls
aa you can, for they mean business.
But there aro lots of other places
you go, and, I warrant, have a good
time, too, while I can stay at home,
and then get scolded It I have a nice
man friend hero to dinner."

It was useless to try to make her
understand.

AU during that winter Mrs, Clarkson

Buffered with a nervous trouble
that mado It necessary for her to con-
sult mo often. Ono of the1 exciting
causes of her condition, I shrewdly
suspected, was the fact that sho and
her husband were growing steadily
apart Perhaps he did not understand
a woman of her sensitive nature, per-
haps her mercurial temperament Irri-
tated him, for he was calm and un-
imaginative. AU doctors know his
type tho well, strong, robust man
who Is angered by tears and exasper-
ated by a woman's nervous fancies.
Once or twice I had attempted to
make him seo that hU wife's health
was in danger, but as long as she. was
up nnd about he attributed her de-
pression and excitability to "whims."
When her nervous attacks would
threaten her, the sufferer would send
for mo to give her some quieting
prescription or to.reason her out ot
the "horrors" that'-wer- symptomatic
of her nervous condition. Sho was
very young, and I was heartily sorry
for her. Sho had no relative In our
largo city, and was too proud to take
ordinary friends into her confidence.
Somo one possibly Clarkson himself

mentlqned to my wife that this one
of my patients was very dependent up-
on me. Of courso Doris spoke to mo
of It

"To my way of thinking," she said,
"a popular young physician should be
very careful not to get himself talked
about."

"If people are looking for evil they
will find It everywhere," I affirmed.
"And the physician In the discharge

SHE HAD TURNED THE KNOB

ot hla duties should be above tho
fear of such gossip.-- '

Her Hps quivered, and, seeing that
she was unhappy, I explained to her
the situation as dispassionately and
fully as I conld.

"You know, Doris," I assured her,
"that I am always, and everywhere,
faithful to you."

That sho doubted nie to tho extent
of watching me was proyed one day
when'I came suddenly upon her read-
ing a letter which ad left inad-
vertently, upon the hall table. Sho
started and tried to conceal her action.

"What aro you doing?" I demanded.
"I found this letter here, on the

hall table. Instead of on your desk
where you usually leave your mall,
and I though you had left it here for
me to read, but as soon as I began It
I saw my mistake, and did not read
more than the first line," she said,
avoiding my eyes.

I knew that she lied, but a man does
not tell his wife a truth of that kind

unless he Is Very angry.
When I was alone, I 'glanced again

over tho letter. It 'was from Mrs.
Clarkson, saying that she was worried
about a matter that concerned her
closely, and would call at my office at
six o'clock that evening.

By the time sho came the fact that
Doris must know of tho appointment
bad slipped from my mind, but away
down In my inner consciousness was
a feeling of resentment that sho had
read my letter. Man Is" a complex
being, ard It may be that tho contrast
between her scheming and uncandld
ways and the; frank, open manner ot
my natlent mado me esoe'clallr gentle
to tho latter when .she called; She
had como to confide to mo that sho
felt she must get away from town for
a while, and to ask me to suggest to

vestigation revealed the tact however,
that tho man who forwarded tho eggs
had previously been employed In fight-
ing tho moth In Massachusetts, Upon
the arrival of a scientist attached to
the department ho left hla home and,
remained without address until the
invettlgator had departed. Thore were
no further reports ot the gipsy moth
in California.

- Painting "Old Hlokory.."
No Americas ean. stand '.before the

portrait of Andrew Jaekaon by Thom

her a quiet resort Wo talked tho
matter over, and she had risen to
leavo when sho said:

"I hate to go on a journey alone,
yet my husband has not tho time to
accompany mo, oven If ho wanted to.
Then, too, ho thinks me so silly, as
I suppose I am. Ho can't comprehend
why I have such foolish notions, and I
try to control them; but, oh, I got
so frightened!"

"Poor child!" I said, "you poor
girl!"

She dropped hor head on my shoul-
der with a sob. Sho seemed so young
and so helpless that, instinctively, I
laid my hand on hor bowed head.

"I know It Is hard, dear," I whis-
pered. "I know all about It"

"Yes," she sobbed. "Thank God you
dol It I go away, how shall I got on
without you!"

A rustle at tho door mado mo look
up.- - My wife stood there. Sho had
turned tho knob noiselessly and en-
tered .the room. Beforo I could speak
sho was gono.

When the last patient for that eve-
ning had left my office my wife asked
me It sho might see mo alone. Her
manner was cold, her eyes hard. She
sat down In my desk chair, and I stood
in front ot her. I was angry; so was
she. I waited for her to speak.

"Tom," she began, "I wish to say
to you that you will havo to carry on
affairs such as you have with Mrs.
Clarkson somewhere else than In your
own home. You know that I saw
what took placo this evening."

I held my temper in check, as I
asked, "Do you think that scene re-
quires an explanation?"

"No! Anyone can understand a
scene like' that, unless he has a purer,
mind than most people."

"Than you havo, Nyou mean?" I
asked bitterly.

She flushed hotly, but went on, "As
long as I nm your wlfo I will not be'
Insulted by having these things hap-
pen where tho servants may come
In upon them."

I tried to speak calmly. "You are
laboring under a misapprehension,
Doris. On my own account I care
nothing, but for tho sako ot a good
woman I wish you to understand "

Sho interrupted me, springing to her
feet and confronting me. "I tell you
I understand it well enough!" she
exclaimed. "When a woman has hor
head on a married man's shoulder,
and Is wondering how she 'can get
on without him,' it can have but one

NOISELESSLY AND ENTERED
meaning. And I will not stand It.
Oh, I am no fool! I know what such
scenes mean!"

I clenched my hands to keep, from
touchlrfg her. Even In my rage I

and my wife. "You ought to know what
Bucn scenes mean!" I retorted. "Since
Vnll mnlrA ifAmnnila art ahull T T

have made them before, however,
without enforcing them. Now I re-
peat that you are to accept no
more iavors rrom jacK Moore. Do
VOU hear? Tlnn't
mafds gossip about that affair? Don't
you suppose mat one or the other of
them saw, as I did, his card lying on
your dresslngNtablo with the box that
had contained the orchids he sent
you? Moreover listen to me!
Moore has a reputation that ought to
keep a decent woman from wanting to
speak to him. much less accent hla
favors."

Sho looked at mo for a moment,
wide eyed, then burst Into tears.
"That Is the way with you men!'" she
exclaimed. "You can do as you plcasel
But wo women must not take a step
outside of the narrow path you, our
owners, mark out for us! I won't be--
HeVR nnvthtnr- - nirnlnaf Tnnli- - Tnn..A" j ri - U uo.. wuuia.
Ilq Is my friend, and I like him. You
tut? jeaiuua, mat s aid

"You have heard what I said!" I
warned her, "Seo that you do as I
tell you in this matter!"

"I'll do as I like!" she flashed out
vehemently. "You dol"

"For God's Bake," I exclaimed
"shut up!"

Sho caught her breath and gazed at
me achasL

"Yes!" I went on, my voice breaking
bun.., n Biuio or all my efTorts to
steady it "I mean It! Are you try-
ing to drive me insane? I tell you I

as, Sully and look upon that tall and
wiry frame without feeling that here
la presented: at a glance the "strength
and vigor of "bid Hickory." The por-
trait Is very familiar, owing to many
reproductions, but the visitor' Is gen-

erally' surprised to discover that Jack,
soli had blun eyes' and randy hair.
His voice and action' had. a peculiar-
ly j. martial air to 'one English writer,
who further said that he seemed to
be a "human gamecock." Yet he conld
also see a lofty Ideal of honor In the
deep eyes overhung by bushy gray

can't stand much moro ot this dam-
nable nagging! And I won't standup

Again she gasped, but I continued:
"Listen to mol 4Yott misunderstood

entirely and, I bellevo, wilfully tho
sceno between Mrs. Clarkson and mo.
It you hadn't been dishonorable
enough to read my letter you wouldn't
havo been hero eavesdropping. Put
since yu wero, I have tho right to tell
you that I don't Ho to you and that
I'm Innocent I declare It on my
honor! You can bellevo It or not, as
you like!"

Eho was standing near tho door,'
watching mo, startled, hut, at these
words, sho threw back her head and
laughed harshly. "As you make' tho
assertion on your honor, I do not be-
lieve It!" And sho was gone.

I Blammed tho door behind her,
locked It, burled my face In my hands
and, to my own horror, burst Into
hysterical sobs.

I had expected to go to my club that
evening, and had told my wife so
earlier In tho day, adding that I would
not get homo beforo midnight After
tho scene through which I had just
passed I was too much shaken, my
nerves were too raw, for mo to want
to chat with a crowd of men, and I
went Instead to spend a couple of
quiet, restful hours with my mother.
I told her nothing of what had hap-
pened, but her very presence calmed
mo. Leaving her at ten o'clock, I
came homo and let myself Into the
apartment noiselessly, supposing .that
Doris had gono to her room nnd, pos-Blbl-

to sleep. With no other thought
in mind, I pushed open the door of a
little room which wo callod "the don."
An I entered, I saw that the room was
lighted only by tho glow from tho
grato-flrc- . At right angles to the fire-
place was a couch heaped with cush-
ions. Seated on this, leaning back
among tho cushions, was my wife.
She wore a new evening gown, and,
oven in that moment, I remembered
with a sensation akin to ironical
amusement that only today I had sent
her dressmaker a check for It. Bend-
ing over her, and gazing down at her,
was Jack Moore. His hand held hers,
and Bhe smiled up into his face. The
look in his eyes mado me want to kill
him. I stepped forward and touched
an electric button, flooding the room
with light In a glance, I saw on tho
table by the couch two glasses, siphon,
and a bottle half full of Scotch
whiskey. Before I could collect my
wits, Mooro laughed lightly.

"I was Just saying good night to
this fair lady,'' he said, relinquishing
tho hand he pretended to havo been
shaking. '"And now I bid. you good
night, doctor."

Ignoring his outstretched hand, I
strode to the door and flung It wide
open, pointing to it with a quivering
finger. "Get out of here, you cur!" I
exclaimed.

He justified my use of the epithet
by oboying silently, and so quickly
that In less than thirty seconds I
heard tho front door close behind
him.

Without a word I caught my wife
by the arm and dragged .her to her
feet. As I did so I felt my fingers sink
Into her flesh. I saw her wince, and I
was glad. She gazed at mo as it fas-

cinated. I heard myself speaking as
though I were another man all the
While, holding her firm, cool arm. I
told her that this was tho end. of
things between us; that I could no
longer endure her and her lies; that
sho could go her way and I mine;
that I would support her, but I would
never llvo with her again neverl
She mado no prptest, only stood there
and looked at me with a half-snee- r on
her lips.

"What havo you got to say?" I
asked her at last, In a hoarse voice
which I scarcely recognized as my
own. I let go of her arm and waited
for her to speak. She must answer
me, I thought, but she was silent

"What have you got to say?" I
repeated, more loudly. Once more I
heard my voice rise to a querulous
falsetto. My .teeth chattered as
though I had a hard chill. I gripped
my wife by both shoulders, seizing her
so tightly that I thought Bhe must cry
out that I was hurting her. I hoped
sho would, as I felt my fingers sink
again Into her flesh. But this time
she did not wince. She looked me
straight In tho eyes, and hor reply
slowly and distinctly.

'That you are a cad, and I hate
you!" sho hissed.

My hands dropped. I saw on her
baro shoulders the prints of my strong
fingers and the livid dents my nails
had made. I watched the1 finger-mark- s

as they changed from white to angry
crimson.

Then I went out ot tho house, and
left her standing there.

Three months after my wife and I
had parted, I chanced ono Sunday
noon to be passing the fashionable
church of which Doris had been a
member before our marriage. A throng
of people were pouring out after the
morning service, A whim seized me
to enter. Of late years I had at-
tended church but seldom. I remem-
bered that after tho service just ended
there would be tho celebration of the
communion, to which only a small part
of tho congregation would remain.
Entering, I went Into a pew In a
shadowed corner and listened to tho
service, until, looking up suddenly,
I saw Doris passing up the alslo to-

ward! the chancel. A wave of regret,
compunction and compassion swept
over me a desire to be at peace with
her and, obeying an inexplicable
impulse, I followed her up the aisle. As
she knelt at the altar-rail- , I knelt down
beside her. As 1. did bo, Bhe raised
her bowed head and glanced .at me,
then quietly arose, walked down the
aisle, and out of tho church. Kneel-
ing there, dazed, I remembered that
It was at this altar wo .had been mar-
ried.

(Copyright Moffat Yard 4 Co.)

eyebrows, the ridgy lines of the cheeks
and forehead, and the white hair ob-
stinately brushed back. Jackson was
a popular subject as was also Chief
Justico Marshall, and again John Rani
dolph of Roanoke, strong and rugged
In character, In which the artist tried
to find trace of hla, ancestress, Po-
cahontas. National Magazine.

Many a man is like aa ostrich. By
closing his eyes to hla own faults he
Imagines that othoi people are equally
blind.

BLAME THE CLIMATE!

Why They Gamble Down In Old

Mexico.

Local "Ferla," When Every Gambler
Lets Instincts Revel and Play Hit

Favorite Game Quick Changes
In a Day.

Gambling, which Is as old as the
pyramids and as young as Broadway,
Is one ot the chief features ot life in
prosont-da- Mexico, tho New York
Evening Telegram remarks.

And tho philosophy ot gambling,
among our southern neighbors beyond
the Rio Grande Is given by Honry
Baerleln In his "Mexleo, tho Land of
Unrest"

"And now wb come to tho philoso-
phy ot all this matter," writes Mr.
Baerleln. One may argue that there
Is none, and that people gamble In tho
Mexican republic for the Bamo reasons
aa they gamble elsewhere.

"But, dccordlng to a certain school,
the Mexicans demand consideration
that Is quite peculiar.

"They are given, so 'tis said, to gam-
bling on account of Imperfections In
their agricultural economy. Wldo
stretches' of the land aro always rush-
ing from ono extreme Into tho other,
from extreme fertility to unproductive-
ness.

"In four and twenty hours the peoplo
pass from wealth to misery. Their
wheat Is all destroyed, their flocks aro
dying, and underneath the wheel of
fortune they are helpless If It does not
take another turn, which consumma-
tion Is not to bo brought about except
by gambling.

"Mexico Is vast, and on the one hand
there are tracts of country which un-

roll a savage frultfulness such as tho
part ot Coahulla where It Is sufficient
for the cotton to be planted once In
ten years, and the district near to o

where, a mile or more above
the sea, one has throughout tho year
crop after crop of Btrawberrtes; and
so the Jungle, round a rubber clear-
ing, where the tentacles of the vege-
tation try to choke all human effort
and it they aro cut will grow again,
and at the rate of halt an Inch a day.

"Then, on the other hand, we have
the desert places where tho summer's
heat or ghastly whirlwinds or the dust
goes dancing, but where cactus grows
and nothing else. m

"In either sort of territory you know
what Is to be expected; it will surely
happen, but a great deal ot the land
is subject to tho vacillations wo have
mentioned.. And the causes are less
difficult to 'find than to prevent . . .

"What a country! Portions of It
change so flttle that we have the tale
of a Chicago woman who came down
to live In. this eternal spring, and as
the mercury Of the barometer did not
so much ae tremble she was certain
that the instrument was out ot order,
and Bhe broke It!

"In those other regions that wo have
described a laborer would formerly
havo chosen ono of three professions

brigandage, rebellion, gambling.
"Now the. former, has heea more-o-

less blotted out by the rurales, rebel-
lion does not always oiler the antique
Inducements, and the disappointed la-

borer falls back- - on gambling. He Is
not restricted to the lottery.

"There Is said to be a time' for all
things, and In Mexico it is the local
ferla (the fair) when every gambler
Is supposed to let his Instincts revel.
He can start to play soon after sun-
rise, and if he ehould be unfortunate,
can visit, now and then', the image In
whoso honor all the festival Is being
held.

"Monte, roulette and lotto are tho
chief games. It Is curious to see a
circle of adults, thought of the poorer
classes, solemnly seated at their lotto
cards and wait until the fish or bird
Is called. . . .

"There n a demand for fighting
cocks. . . . Tho cock fight In Itself
Is unattractive, being but a matter of
some seconds. As the one bird files
across the other be brings Into play
the fearful spur that has been fastened
to hla leg. A mass of feathers
tumbles down and many pesos change
their owner."

Peru the Source of Cocaine,
There 1b a. shrub in high Peru which

does not bring the blessing ot the po-

tato I mean tho coca tree, whence
comes cocaine. The lent Is chewed .by
young and old. Some doctors say it
Is very bad for the people ot Peru.
The Infantile death rate la high. And
they say lew 01a persons are 10 do
found. Other doctors aver that the
coca; leaf is very good for the peasants.
I am inclined to take a view between
the two opinions. 1 met a man in
Cuzco who was running a grocery
store, and Professor Giessccko told me
they had very good proofs In that town
that ho was a hundred and fifty years
old. Ho sold mo chocolate and also
coca leaves. I chewed the leaves to
try to cure, an ulcer In my stomach,
and they helped me moro than all tho
medicines ot civilization that I had
tried. National Magazine.

Up and Downs.
"He proposed to her on one of the

Alplno peaks and she ' threw him
down." , . , ', ,

"Think of that!", , ?V
"But he pulled himself, together and '

asked her again."'
"What happened then?"
"She took him up."
"Well! Well!"
"They've been married a year now

and he's moro cast down than ever."

Chinese Maze of Canals.
The canal system in China la the,

moat extensive in the world, with tho'
exception of' Holland. Wherever the
lay of tho land permits the Chinese
have mado a canal. Thus they are en-

abled tol carry the products ot theli
labor to market at a minimum x

v

pease.

The Bell,
'the telephone air! ur look (wV

But ihe'a no belle, I hold;
Tor I know well that any belt '

Will ring u it U teUed.

4
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